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things, and happy is he who in passing them sees
them as I have done, wreathed with flowers, sym-
bols and prophecies of the immortality of love and
friendship.

TO  ELIZABETH S.   JONES.

12th mo., 19, 1881.

I spent my birthday quietly and soberly with
two old friends who dined with me. I confess I do
not enjoy these anniversaries. They are solemn
reminders of the inevitable end; and I love this
old world of ours, and the sweet familiar scenes
and dear human faces, too well to be quite ready
to leave them. But all as God wills. I will trust
and wait.

TO  SABAH  ORNE  JEWETT.

DANVEBS, 2d mo., 1882.

I wonder how I can reconcile myself to the old,
customary life here, after my pleasant stay in Bos-
ton, and our delightful companionship there. I
cannot make thee understand how grateful and re-
freshing it all was and how much I thank thee for
it. I did not leave the city until Thursday morn-
ing. My brother has been very ill, but is now
somewhat, though I fear not permanently, better.
The last of our family, he is a kind, unselfish man,
whose way of life has been hard and difficult. For
the last jfifteen years he has been connected with
the Naval Office in Boston. ... I must tell thee
how much I have enjoyed that queer, good " Vicar
of Hermanstow."1 I have seen nothing so good
for a long time. For it, and for much more, I
thank thee.

1 By S. Baring Gould.